190	THE ENCHANTED SNAKE
When tlie King saw the snake shut itself into a room with his
daughter, he said to his wife, l Heaven be merciful to our child, for I
fear it is all over with her now. This cursed snake has most likely
swallowed her up.' Then they put their eyes to the keyhole to see
what had happened.
Their amazement knew no bounds when they saw a beautiful
youth standing before their daughter with the snake's skin lying on
the floor beside him. In their excitement they burst open the door,
and seizing the skin they threw it into the fire. But no sooner had
they done this than the young man called out, 'Oh, wretched
people ! what have you done ?' and before they had time to look
round he had changed himself into a dove, and dashing against the
window he broke a pane of glass, and flew away from their sight.
But Grannonia, who in one and the same moment saw herself
merry and sad, cheerful and despairing, rich and beggared, com-
plained bitterly over this robbery of her happiness, this poisoning of
her cup of joy, this unlucky stroke of fortune, and laid all the blame
on her parents, though they assured her that they had meant no
harm. But the Princess refused to be comforted, and at night, when
all the inhabitants of the palace were asleep, she stole out by a
back door, disguised as a peasant woman, determined to seek for
her lost happiness till she found it. When she got to the outskirts
of the town, led by the light of the moon, she met a fox, who offered
to accompany her, an offer which Grannonia gladly accepted, saying
' You are most heartily welcome, for I don't know my way at all
about the neighbourhood.'
So they went on their way together, and came at last to a wood,
where, being tired with waUdng, they paused to rest under the shade
of a tree, where a spring of water sported with the tender grass,
refreshing it with its crystal spray.
They laid themselves down on the green carpet and soon fell
fast asleep, and did not waken again till the sun was high in the
heavens. They rose up and stood for some time listening to the
birds singing, because Grannonia delighted in their songs.
When the fox perceived this, he said: * If you only understood,
as I do, what these little birds are saying, your pleasure would be
even greater.'
Provoked by his words—for we all know that curiosity is as
deeply inborn in every woman as even the love of talking—Graix-
nonia implored the fox to tell her what the birds had said.
At first the wily fox refused to tell her what he had gathered

